As I walk in the valley of knowledge shrouded in terminology, may I bear no malice toward those whose great words lie like heavy stones on your truths.
;i
work in another language, they are not necessarily trying to snow me. May I not forget that we journalists, too, have our special jargon that falls dead on untrained ears, and that a man naturally rides a cloud when in a universe of his own creation. Give me the skill to pluck the substance from those clouds and make it work for people. And when I get hold of the substance, let me not ruin it with over-simplification. Grant me the wisdom to write it plain ... hut accurate.
Endow me with finn self control when administrators ask me to perform tasks in which I see no worthy purpose. Allow me to bend a little, at Jeast, and more if needed. Indul~e me the sense to realize that my administrator probably wouIdn t be my administrator if he didn't know something I don't know.
Grant me the vision to see that perhaps I hold hut a microscopic part of the boss' larger view because he's looking at the show from higher up on the mountain.
Guide my mind and hands when I paint the stuff of which uni· versity images are made. May I be as true to the abstract truth as the concrete world will bear, remembering always that one pure white ray of truth would blind us all.
Take not from me my simple belief that although truth bleeds and appears to die it is the only thing with eternal life ... that the truth in me has lived before and will live again.
Let me forget not where the stuff of life comes from. If I be graced with success, let not my fancy clothes turn my head, for they came from the skins of animals, the cotton fields, and the labors of men with knotty hands.
As I relax in my centrally.heated house, may I not forget how it feels to peel out from under the covers on a frosty morning and build a fire.
Bestow upon me the knowledge of a professor and the wonderfilled eyes of a child through which to see it.
Fill my brain with all of the big words in the books so that I may converse with all men, but let me not forget that a hydrological event can be a mountain stream rushing to the sea. Soak me with all the ecological knowledge my soul can absorb, but let this form no crust that hides the beauty in blades of grass.
And when I reach those Pearly Gates, let me enter or be denied in plain talk.
